PRIVATE    LIVES                ACT   II
ELYOT : With the most perfect poise ?
AMANDA : Certainly, I shall probably do a Court
Curtsey.
ELYOT (sitting on the edge of the sofa) : Things that
ought to matter dreadfully, don't matter at all when
one's happy, do they ?
AMANDA . What is so horrible is that one can't stay
happy.
ELYOT : Darling, don't say that.
AMANDA : It's true. The whole business is a very
poor joke.
ELYOT : Meaning that sacred and beautiful thing,
Love?
AMANDA : Yes, meaning just that.
ELYOT (striding up and down the room dramatically] \
What does it all mean, that's what I ask myself in my
ceaseless quest for ultimate truth. Dear God, what
does it all mean ?
AMANDA : Don't laugh at me, I'm serious.
ELYOT (seriously) : You mustn't be serious, my dear
one, it's just what they want*
AMANDA : Who's they ?
ELYOT : All the futile moralists who try to make life
unbearable. Laugh at them. Be flippant. Laugh at
everything, all their sacred shibboleths. Flippancy
brings out the acid in their damned sweetness and light,
AMANDA : If I laugh at everything, I must laugh at
us too.
ELYOT : Certainly you must. We're figures of fun
alright.
AMANDA : How long will it last, this ludicrous, over
bearing love of ours ?
ELYOT : Who knows ?
520